CHAPTER   XXV
NOW the house, that had been there since
anyone could remember, stood open and
empty in a fringe of rubbish and waste paper.
Even the litter that the tenants had left when they
went away had been picked over by the people
from the street, people who spat on the floor and
broke off the slats of the shutters for firewood.
The crows and stray cats came timidly in to see
what this sudden quiet might mean, and a sacred
bull blundered its way through the door in the
gate and for three days it could not get out; it ate
the last of auntie's flowers and tore down the
sorrowful jasmine. It's lowing could be heard all
down the street and the people said it was a ghost
and were afraid to go in.
Then half the front wall was knocked down to
make a way for the bullock carts, and boards were
hung across the gate; the coolies came with their
baskets for carrying earth, the watchmen put up
a house of matting against the wall and lit their
fire on the drive*
As the house came down, the garden was buried
in brick and rubbish, but first the palms were cut
and carried away, and they fell one by one, with
a sound like blows dealt on the back of the
tottering house, and their heads, which for so
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